








dissuaded one from even trying to understand them) than all the stage- 


hands’ and carpenters’ saws and hammers together. 

Here we sit peacefully at tables in little groups, our elbows on the white 
tablecloths chosen by Gherardi, and wait greedily for each new creation of 
the chef. Fellini, too, seems to have brightened up in this luminous setting. 
Since yesterday, in fact, he had already begun to seem more relaxed. The 
whole group of hotel-room sequences has been completed. The breaking-in 
period is over, too—that inevitable time of uncertainty between a director 
and his director of photography. Federico and Gianni had never worked 
together. But Gianni is one of the best cameramen in Italy, and he knows 
that to understand the kind of lighting that each director wants him to 
achieve, he must first of all learn the exact interpretation of the words the 
director uses to describe his goal. In this instance, he has had to learn just 
how literally Fellini wants to be understood. 


May 24 It is eleven o’clock in the morning, and Sandra 
Milo has just eaten six chicken legs. Fellini is sitting opposite her, in Mar- 
cello’s chair, his large head next to the camera lens. He smokes, he plays 
with the silver evening bag, he gives her her cues and, in the most persuasive 
voice, from one mouthful of chicken to the next, he propels her gently into 
her role. 

After the sixth shot, seeing that she cannot swallow any more, he says: 
“Get up and walk a bit.” It is hot, and Sandra is still wearing her coat and 
her ermine hat. From time to time I wonder with a certain annoyance why 
this woman travels in the sun in black velvet and especially why she wears 
it to lunch. 

Sandra is supposed to drink wine, but she is afraid it will make her 
drunk, and asks for water. She gets bubbly mineral water, and beats the 
glass distractedly with a fork to dispel the gas. Her kindness and good 
humor are unshakable. 

After the eighth chicken leg, Fellini says: “You’re too tense. Every time 
you speak, you watch my eyes to see whether I’m satisfied. With Marcello 
you won’t be tempted to do that. Marcello! Call Marcello!” 

No one gets excited. An assistant immediately heads for the nearest 
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